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No Higher Calling 


By Patricia “Stormy” Weathers 
Special Times Columnist 


$e) This City asks a lot of its champions. They're called on to confront 
remnants of the Rikti Invasion, fight monsters loose in our streets, 
even stem the waves of restless dead marching from Moth Cem- 
etery. Much of what they do is measured by the countless lives they 
touch. But sometimes, that focus narrows. 


I was in Peregrine Island, heading for the ferry after a Portal Cor- 
poration press conference when I spotted a familiar face by an eastside warehouse, Direwolf looked unusually 
pensive, like a story was gnawing inside. I stood him a coffee and listened. This time, it was all about a single 
life. The story was odd even for this star crossed city, filled with fragments, Here's the gist. 


It started with Madeleine Casey, the media darling who plays Live Wire and is known for her public involve- 
ment with heroes like Kid Dynamo and WarHawk. She set him on the track of the Carnival of Shadows. 
While investigating this bizarre group and battling their white masked minions, he recovered a family heir- 


loom for Madeleine, an oddly shaped ruby pendent. 
Continued page 2 
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“After that, things got weird,” Direwolf explained. 
“While busting up a Carnival theft at an office in 
Talos, I ran into a woman running the show. She 
called herself the Madam of Mystery. I went for her, 
trying for an arrest. Something seemed to smack me 
from inside my head and I came to in the hospital. 
I raced back. They hadnt left the scene. I planned a 
little better, thinking I knew what I was up against. 
I came from the side, disoriented her with an up- 
percut and then kept at her. She was tough. But by 
keeping her off balance, I managed to knock her out 
though I ended up with a headache that lasted three 
days. I slapped the arrest transponder on her and 
watched her fade. Something made my hackles rise 
as she went. On a hunch, I called in to the Zig. She 
never showed up in the holding cell, just one of my 
transponder patches. 


“T didn’t think too much about it until a few days 
later, when I ran into her again. Same thing hap- 
pened when I collared her, lost in transmission. 
Once might be a fluke but twice, something was up. 
I dug deeper. 


“T can‘ tell you everything that happened, that’s Ms. 
Casey's tale to tell if she wants. Let's just say there 
was an innocent wrapped up with the Madam of 
Mystery. Cadao Kestrel helped me out by putting 
together an herbal weapon. I set up a showdown in 
Peregrine Island. 


“I knew better than to go alone. I contacted my 
friend Silent Shroud; his dark powers come in very 
handy when dealing with psychics. I also called up 
Reynard, figuring he'd like a chance to critique the 
Carnival’s color schemes. Alhyeria, another member 
of Freedom Reborn wanted in. Her ability to control 
gravity is great for leveling the field. 


“We went in to the FunTimes Co. warehouse and 
slugged through a horde of Carnival flunkies; hulk- 
ing brutes who hit as hard as I do, Illusionists who 
turn your own mind against you, and women armed 
with energy weapons that slice steel like butter. At 
the end of it all, we found her, We hit her as a team. I 
with my fists, Reynard with his sword while Alhyeria 
called up a self-willed gravity nod. Shroud backed 
us up, healing damage whenever she tagged us and 
working some mojo that threw off her accuracy, But 
I realized that even with the psychic cleaver Cadao 
gave me, we were in trouble. She was recovering 


faster then we could hit her. I did the only thing I 
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could, and called a retreat. I was the last one out and 
she nearly downed me as I went. 


“Then I pulled out the big gun, one of the most im- 
port tools in any hero's arsenal.” 


Direwolf dropped his cell phone on the table. “It’s 
one of the special Cooks Electronics’ Heroes’ models: 
built to survive the sort of stress a guy like me lives 
through on a daily basis.” 


“We have a special number set up for Freedom Re- 
born, sort of a full time conference call. I was lucky, 
GhostMachine was just wrapping up some work 
in Crey’s Folly and he had three friends with him. 
He brought his cohorts: L Strike, another electric- 
ity wielder; Frau Meier, a wicked martial artist; and 
another living gravity lens named Sera Silveryn. The 
eight of us tried again. 


“She was still there so we lit into her. There was so 
much electricity grounding through, if feels like 
my hair’s still on end and I'll never lose the smell of 
ozone. Silent Shroud kept her in the dark, literally, 
and the rest of us just kept hitting her. I used the 
cleaver as much as I could; I can still hear the sub- 
sonic whine in the bones of my skull. This time, it 
worked. We overwhelmed her regeneration and she 
hit the asphalt floor, I didn’t bother with a transpon- 
der. She faded and I knew it was over. 


He finished off the rest of his coffee. “That's all I can 
tell you, Ms. Weathers. If you want more you'll have 
to ask Madeleine.” 


I followed up. All Ms. Casey would say was, “I 
owe Direwolf and his friends my life, if not more. 
Helremindedime that things arent alwaysrwhat 
they appear.” 


In this city, you can take that for gospel. 


The Paragon 
Fan Fiction: 


Reaching the Summit 
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JUNE 11, 2005 


There's only one 

place in Paragon 

City I trust to clean 
my capes anymore. 
Manny Guerra runs 
Spotlight Cleaners, 
next to Icon in Steel 
Canyon, It’s not just 
that he happens to be 
from E] Salvador, like 
myself; he knows how 
to handle the exotic textiles and stubborn stains a 
hero might come in with. When I asked him to 
clean and press my uniform for the awards cer- 
emony at City Hall, he went all out. I just picked 
it up and it looks terrific. I swear he even fixed the 
frayed cords on my epaulettes. 


T’ve been pretty nervous about the whole cer- 
emony. Funny. With everything I’ve seen and 
done—the strange places, the crazed villains, the 
many, many brushes with death—you'd think a 
public ceremony in City Hall would be cake. My 
friends and enemies will tell you I'm a bit of a 
braggart and certainly have taken more than my 
share of time in the spotlight. They're enjoying 
this bit of irony. Mr. Kenya didn’t even try to 
politely stifle his laughter as I stammered through 
my practice speech. “Sal,” he said, “Not to worry. 
You're going to die up there if you use those jokes. 
Your beacon’s so twitchy you'll be at the hospital in 
no time!” 


Luckily Miss Egypt chimed in with some con- 
structive criticism, “It was pretty awful, Sal. 
Forget the jokes. Just...just talk about yourself. 
You're good at that.” I guess that’s helpful. The 
trick is where to start... 


JUNE 12, 2005 


When I was younger, I went by the name of El 
Guerrerito as a sidekick to El Machete de Oro. 
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‘We were the only heroes in Central America at 
the time. Our chief adversaries were the drug 
cartels working their way north out of Colombia. 
Machete and I were a family. He was the father I 
never had, and I was his adopted son. The cartels 
took his son and wife years before. He taught 
me everything that I knew. He helped me hone 
my already keen senses, and taught me to trust 
my intuition. Armed with my natural skills and 
a jury-rigged assault rifle, I became a hero under 
Machete’s guidance. 


I never imagined leaving Machete’s side. As far as 
I was concerned, this was my destiny. But destiny 
has a funny of way of blindsiding you. A bad 
encounter with a cartel-sponsored metahuman mi- 
litia known as Los Monos Feos left me without my 
right eye, and with my right arm badly mangled. I 
was ready to give up. Machete, however, was not. 
He pulled some strings with Crey International 
and had my arm replaced with an augmented 
cyber-prosthetic. My oot 
superior senses more 
than compensated 
for the missing eye. I 
found the patch to be 
somewhat stylish— 
even roguish—and 
decided to keep it. 


And then destiny 
called again. The 
Rikti came. Their 
target was the Panama 
Canal. Machete and 
I responded immedi- 
ately, but truthfully, it was beyond hopeless. The 
Rikti had an overwhelming force. We fought for 34 
hours without a break. We had been pushed to the 
ends of our abilities. The canal had been reduced to 
shambles. We lay behind a pile of rubble, bleed- 
ing and utterly beaten. And then—I'll never forget 
this—Machete looked at me and said, “Hijo, what 
happens when you push over a mountain?” 


“Machete?” I asked. I figured he was delusional 
from exhaustion, “You can't push over a mountain, 
Machete!” He reached over, smiled, and patted 
my shoulder. He stood up, screamed in a mixture 
of pain and rage as he summoned his mystical fire 
sword, and leaped toward the Rikti mother ship. I 
swear that when the ship exploded, I saw Machete’s 
spirit escape in the shape of great fiery eagle. The 
Rikti ground forces must have seen the same thing. 
‘They teleported away and never returned. Neither 
did Machete. 
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I was merely protecting my home and my people, 
but the destruction of the canal had consequences 
far beyond Central America. That was when I 
realized that through victory or defeat, my actions 
could change the course of history. I changed my 
name to El Guerrero, and started my solo career. 

I stayed in San Salvador for a brief time. It wasn't 
long after the attack on the canal when I received 
a call from Paragon City. Miss Germany was 
gathering what she called the “world’s best heroes” 
to help fight the Rikti and other villains on the 
frontlines of the battle between good and evil. She 
said I would be called Mr. El Salvador. I wasn’t 
sure I deserved such a title, but I had a feeling that 
Machete would have approved. 


When I got to Paragon City, it was a hot July 

day. I didn’t know what to expect, but it wasn’t 
what I found. Miss Germany and Global Hero- 
ics welcomed me with open arms. When I first 
walked through the doors at 1 Triumph Plaza, I 
was part of a family. Through the better part of a 
year we would grow together, fight together, laugh 
together, and cry together. It was glorious. 


But things were not meant to remain the same 
forever. A freak portal incident in late November 
grabbed many of Paragon's finest and stole them 
away to different worlds. Many groups simply 
dissolved. Global Heroics, in fact, was poised for 
such a fate. It was then that I applied for mem- 
bership in the Freedom Phalanx under the name 
El Guerrero. I just learned a few weeks ago that 
Statesman made a call to our office in Triumph 
Plaza. Mr. Lithuania, our leader after Miss 
Germany was stolen away so suddenly, took that 
call and came to me, We talked about the future, 
and the very model of a Super Group that was the 
Freedom Phalanx. How had we gone astray? I 
told Lith, “We reached the summit. Once we 
arrived, the ground just disappeared from beneath 
our feet.” 


He clapped his hand on my shoulder, smiled, and 


[ if 
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said, “You can't push over a mountain,” Before 
today, I've never told anyone the story of Machete 
and the canal. You can imagine my surprise at 
Lithuania's words. So together, we pressed on to 
make Global Heroics what Miss Germany had 
envisioned it would one day be. 


As most of Paragon City is aware, we succeeded 
beyond our wildest dreams. Time passed, and new 
heroes from the world over sought us out. Mr. 
Lithuania retired and I found myself leading a Su- 
per Group. More time passed, and I felt a differ- 
ent calling, Now, Mr. Kenya is in charge. Global 
Heroics is still at the summit, and the mountain 
stands tall and strong as ever. 


One day earlier this month, I thought I'd check 
with Statesman on that application I submitted 
back in November. He asked me why I'd want to 
cut ties with the terrific outfit I'd been a part of 
for so long. I said I thought that maybe he'd need 
a trainer or Task Force Commander to send new 
heroes after Skulls. We laughed for a bit, and he 
said to me, “You know, I’m at the top of my game. 
T’ve climbed the mountain and reached the peak.” 


“So where do you go from there?” I asked. 


States shrugged, “Climb another mountain?” So 
that’s when I decided that working with new 
heroes was what I wanted to do. I founded the 
Global Academy with the registrar the next day. 
Last week, I received a hand-written letter from 
Statesman, inviting me to City Hall to be hon- 
ored for “helping others to reach the top of the 
mountain.” 


And so I stand before Paragon City, the Mayor, 
the City Representative, the Surviving Eight of 
the Freedom Phalanx, and especially my friends 
and family in Global Heroics and the Academy, to 
accept this honor. Thank you all. You've made it 
all worthwhile. 
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Disturbing Trends 
by James Clark 
Special to the Times 


“You wouldn't be so tough if there was a hero 
around.” 

“You can’t have it 
Fortunately, swift strikes of justice or a hail of 
suppression fire follows closely thereafter, saving 
the resisting civilian’s life and landing the villain 
in a jail cell. Resisting crime and criminals is risky 
business for anyone, but there seems to be an es- 


» 


calating trend among Paragon citizens to disregard 
their personal safety—and it’s beginning to worry 
some of the costume-clad among us. 


“What if I hadn’t happened to turn that corner?” 
wonders Minus Man, a local hero, after a par- 
ticularly harrowing battle. “Why not just give her 
purse to the big man with 
the gun?” 


Ic’s not just muggings; a 
recent survey indicates that 
fewer drivers are wearing 
seat belts, and the crews of 
several ships have forgone 
the use of life jackets. 
Construction crews rarely 
if ever wear hard-hats, and 
important political officers such as the city’s own 
mayor hire only minimal bodyguards. 


“We're a hero-dependent society,” says psychologist 


Jean Monoch. 
“For decades, su- 
per powers have 
been a prevalent 
force, rescuing 
many of us from 
certain doom. 

Tt generates a 
feeling of, if not 
inyincibility, then 
utter safety. The 
recent increase 

in the heroic 
population of 
Paragon City 
only serves to drive the point home in the average 
citizen's mind.” 


Is the average Joe correct in this way of think- 

ing? “Crime is definitely down,” agrees Dr Avery 
Miller, criminal pathologist. “But we're seeing 
evolution at work; natural 
selection weeds out the weaker 
criminal element in favor of 
the more vicious. So we have 
less crime, but it’s substantially 
more violent, more deadly.” 


“T's dangerous out there,” says 
Curiass, a hero patrolling the 
streets of Steel Canyon. “We 
[heroes] are like spandex on a 
skimpy costume -- there are a lot of holes in our 
coverage. Stay out of alleyways. Don't go on roof- 
tops, especially in Kings Row. Be safe, be careful, 
and be mindful.” 


Paragon Times:News Briefs 


by Flambeau 
Times News Editor 


Metro 


Kings Row residents are protesting plans to build a 
new city morgue in their neighborhood. They claim 
that a new morgue would not only depress prop- 
erty values, but also attract more followers of Dr. 
Vahzilok—something the district can scarcely afford, 
since significant numbers already frequent its back 
alleys and parks, 


Local 


Paragon City janitors represented by the Service Em- 
ployees International Union are threatening to strike 
if new in-building speed limits are not implemented 
in all municipal buildings. Local president Henry 
Abramson says that janitors are tired of cleaning up 
after high-speed heroes: “All the time, they're bring- 
ing these tornados of dirt into our nice, clean lob- 
bies, they're wearing down carpets, they're denting 
walls when they miss a turn. I don’t even want to 
get into the mess they make when they hit a freshly- 
waxed floor.” 


A big thanks and stylish applause for the following “models” who participated in this issue’s 
Icon Fashion Show. Serge wanted all of you to know that they were “Simply super fabulous!” 


Mercy 
Schroedinger's Cat 


Madame Marble 
Fallon Blackaday 


Starflash 
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Heroic Visions: Fan Art 


Untitled 
by Michelle “Gally” Spaulding 


Sunflare 
by Stephen Henry 


Absolute Zeroes 
Art by: Jeremy “Bombstick” Dale 
and KT “Devil Darter” Dale 


“Darkfang and Ravenbane” 
by Darkfang 
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